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forgotten the sudden and inexplicable disaster which had
overtaken their brother and were snorting and blowing
through the waves as gaily as ever. We must find them.
The mountains of South Georgia had shrouded themselves
from view and, with that suddenness which is characteristic
of the weather in those seas, the beauty of the day had
disappeared. A grey mistiness overspread the sky and an
icy, bitter wind had arisen. It whipped the sea into short,
sharp waves which flew in bursts of spray over the bows of
the Narval. I went into the cabin to get a leather waistcoat
out of my kit-bag. The gunner was at the wireless set,
calling the whaling station.
" Hallo, Grytvik. Hallo, Grytvik. Hallo, hallo, hallo.
NarvaL Narval" And then a (to me) incomprehensible
rush of Norwegian, spoken with great rapidity into the
instrument It was his noon report. He was telling them
that he was forty-five miles east of Cape Vakop and had *
taken one large bull Blue whale, which he had flagged, and
was now off after more; that the weather had worsened
and was blowing sharply from the south-west. Then
came a crackling and (again to me) incomprehensible reply
from the metal throat of the loud-speaker.
"Hallo, hallo. Hallo, JtarvaL Hallo, Don Miles.
Hallo, Orca. Hallo, Aforsa. Grytvik. Grytvik. Grytvik."
The brazen voice ran on. Then Jonassen rose from the
instrument. " Ja! " he said. " Orca has one Fin. The
others have nothing yet. So far we win. Ja."
In the afternoon we came upon the other whales. At
least we came upon two other Blue whales and we chose to
think they were the companions of our former victim,
though there was nothing to indicate whether they were or
not. The young man at the wheel had been relieved and
Ms place had been taken by a giant with an immense red
beard which spread all over his chest. He said never a
word and took no notice of me at all. In the distance every
now and again, ever nearer, the two whales shot up their